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at the mt?«k. Mis' Habersham's thet ki cayn
without making faces at the j'int she hacks off with averted face.
woman from God's kentry ain't fit 1o raise Texans. They raise.
much riot over trifles.”’
But she wis & pretty
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little woman, and evep the fastidious Ginger

Gillett lowered his bull voiee in her presence and was exceedingly politei

when he met her on Mainat. The cow-boys said she was a ,

“There’ll be trouble over Mis' Habersham yet,” said “Keno'' Gedge,
who knew the world and had a wife who had been pretty enough to
bring one man to the grave and two into the ital before she quieted
down in double harness. “*She's a danger to this mel‘ society of
lors, my son and you ean lay what you like on it, 1f 1 was Habersham,
1'd see she had no sort of conversation with Sam Woekes. Wetkes
ain' to be trusted with women—you san see that in his eye,"if his
vecord didn't prove it."'

They said his record did prove it.

“Does Habersham know it 1" 1 asked.

“Habersham don’t know nothin’," ‘“He
I;mmmuhnhuiowtnhefmwmnofl’hridl,mdw
about windmills to st one up in any park that won't draw water.'

“Keno" Gedge, sccording to Habersham, believed that a windmill
created water in a dry well

“We ain't on good terms over that dry windmill," said Gedge,
“‘ar 1'd got Mrs. Gedge to drop him a hint that Weekes is after Mrs.
Habersham. He's the only man in Painted Roek that don't see it."

That was true enough, as 1 found out after & month or so. There
was an extrsordinary reluctance among the quieter inhabitants of the
town to say anything about the ease. It was no one's busines but
Habersham's, and Habersham was just the man to kill there and then
the fool who warned him, Nevertheless there was talk, and the baser-
minded sort soon averred that the talk had a sound basis to go on.
There was & strange row about this in the Amercian saloon, which was
characteristie of the place and its people, and for the matter of that of
the west Jikewise. It was started by Sibley Ranger from Double Moun-
tain Fork, who used to come into town and fill up beyond the limit of
diseretion once a fortnight.

“Haow's George Weekes' huntin' progressin,!'’ he asked Gedge,
who was sitting on the bench with Pillsbury.

“Did you spenk to me 1" asked Gedge, with a danger-signal in his
Yoire, ’

“To you, ‘Keno' Gedge,'” said Ranys>, ** to be sure I did. 1 usked
how's Weekes' hunt after the Floridy lady goin’ on 1 Is she caught
yet 1"

Gedge rose from his seat and walked up to him. He was little, but
was ax hard ms wire, and now he was in a dangerous rage. ‘‘ Mr,
Ranger,'’ he suid in & volce that had & rasp in it “*do you know that
it's admitted on all hands that you're the biggest fool that ever showed
up in Painted Rock 1"

Ranger's hand was lying on the bar and Gedge put his on it.
Ranger found that alien grip immovable,

* You am't for startin’ a diffoulty with me
says ' he nsked quietly enough,

*If you say it again there will be trouble,”" said Gedge. ‘' Do you
understand me 1 There'll be serious trouble, and I don't waut to hey’
my business interrupted by being obliged to leave town till your funeral

is forgotten.'’

Not & soul spoke a word. The bartender wiped a glass, put a bottle
siraight and stood quietly expeectant. ?

““You talk high,"" said Ranger.

“1 wlk down to you!'' said Gedge.

Ranger showed for onee an adequate sense of the situation. ** Well,
if you put it in that way,” he said, ‘I reckou on T take it back. I'm
not in you class ax a shot, *T own it, and if 1 was to follow my unreason-
able desire and bash you with this tumbler I know I'd be dead and no
use to my dependent relatives. It take it back, Gedge, 1'll say no more
about it. Set up the drinks, Tom."

And Habersham walked into the saloon just as we all made a
move for the bar. No one thoughl any the worse of Rapger for *taking
water," There are ways of doing it, and fool or none, he did it right.

“Habersham, drink with me and these guests,”’ said Ranger.
“ Mo nnd Gedge has been arguin’, and Gedge hex won, I own it."

*‘What's the trouble 1" asked Habersham, laughing.

“‘Gedge let on he reckoned me a fool,” replied Ranger, “‘and a
leetle disenwion followed. I own I am a fool, and 1'll stand nose-pai
to prove it. How's windmills lﬂiﬂﬂ? Ia the wind sufficient to send 'sm
vound 1 I'm thinkin' of havin' one fixed over to my ranch, and I'Hl
grow roses ag'in’ 'Kono' st his park.’

That was the end of the trouble. But when talk had got so far,
it was bound to go father, and it did. The elite of Painted Roek
looked shy at Mrs. Habersham, who apparently never got so mnch s a
hiut upon the seandal. - At any rate, sie never willed under the public
gase and went about as gaily as ever. Gedge talked to me tbout her,
and talked a Hitle gloomily.

“One woman is a1l 1 eare to understénd,'’ he said, “‘and I own
freely after twenty-five years of matrimony that Mrs. Gedge in fre-
quent as hard to fathom as Ginger Gillett when b starta bluffin’ st
poker, He's the best amstoor st kyards in the country, and Pillsbury

for Iéyiu‘ what everyone
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When Bill Habersham, of Windmill Fame, Thought He Killed a Masn I Painted Rock.
~-BY MORLEBY RO_B_BR‘I‘. Ksthor of * The Adventures of the Broad Arrow,” “The Wingless Psyche,” “ Rachel
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funeral.
of the hundred per cent usurer about him.

““Dées he know he's likely to die suddenly 1"

“T told him so,” said Gillett, *‘and so did Smith, my deputy.
ain’t put foot outside his store since the day before yesterday, but
wise he shows grit, and is tolerable easy, to jedge by appearances.’’

We eame by Weekes' store. !

“There be is now,” said Gillett. “‘But the store isn't lighted up.
He knows better than to do that.”

I touched him on the arm. ‘‘You're thinking more how to save
Habersham than Weekes, Ginger."

'To be sure,” said Ginger. *‘I ain't stuck on Weekes, and I like
Ben all right, and 1 reckon I like Mis' Habersham enough not to want
wmhorlwidow;!orthetmﬂih,nhelombmuﬂ. i

“J think you'd better find sn excuse for | one of them in the
calaboose,” 1 sid, “or you might pick a row with eckes and lay him
out for a spell.”’ :

Ginger Gillett stopped suddenly. ‘I say, old man, that’s a notion !
Blamed if I don't think it over. 1 want peace in Painted Rock. T've
my own reputation to think of. Painted Rock says to me: ‘Ginger
Gillett, give me peace, put down riots and let peaceful citizens live till
their time comes.’ And I say: ‘Right! That's my idea when 1 took
the persition of marshal.’ After supper 11 interview Mr. Weekes; for
wo far Habersham ain't committed any open act of rebellion ag'in’ me,
and I cayn't arrest him on suspish, not much!"

And then we parted, I went to Hamilton's for my supper, and he to
consider how to save his reputation for peace and law and order. It
came nearly being wounded badly in less than two hours.

After supper and a smoke st Hamilton's I walked across the
Plaza and to and fro there for a while and then strolled to Main-st.
Habersham's house was in the outskirts of the town to the northwest,
and to get to Weekes’ from his place he had to go throngh Main-st,
to get to Sonth-st, where the store was. My luek happened to make me
the first man to see Habersham that night and when I saw him I was
shaken up. He was white and fevered, haggared and strained, and his
ayes were like live coals, That might have passed, perhaps, but he was
one of the few men in the town who never earried a weapon of any kind.
He never saw me as I passed, and for & moment I was paralysed. I
knew that he was going to Weekes' store, and that if he got there he
or Weekes’ would not survive the meeting. There were in the town
would have ssid it was none of their business There were others
who would have been glad to see Weekes filled with lead. 1 had mo
liking for him; but I had for Habersham. I called to him snddenly.

“Mr. Habersham!"'

He dead, and 1 walked back to him, If I could only
hold him in talk for a minute I might see Ginger Gillett or his deputy
on the street. And in & minute anything might happen.

““What is it 1"" asked Habersham,

“Oh, by the way,” 1 said, ““I've just come down from Sayder,
where | was staying with Chapman. He told me he wanted you to put
him up & windmill,”

was @ lie on the spur of the moment. Chapman cared about
:‘othing but horses and poker, and Ennis Creek gave him all the water

“I'm not in windmills any move,'’ said Habersham thickly. ‘O,
blank windmills | Oh, go to blases 1"

He tore bis cost away from my hand and went fast, all the faster

! fram my hindering him. There was only one thing to do, and
did it. T had not the least desire to got myself into difficulty, and if
he mnw 1é vin abead of him be was in the mood to kill me first and

Marr,” and Many Other Stories.
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have come to the conclusion at the American WaS
and not 1o be taken notiee of. I walked back into couldn
understand how it was that Weekes was 1 Swmith strike

- . " M
hlm‘\;!;:llh but of his gun. Who had fired the shot!
illett was sitting on the dry-goods counter, swingin hi
whistling. *‘That was well 1(:?..: id o o
peace in Painted Rock this -
~ Smith annexed & quarter cigar from a box salved
science by dropping a nickel, i -
“Who killed Weekes?™' I asked.
“Nobody killed him," said Gillett scournfully. “I thought
tumbled to the racket. He ain’t dead. Smi downed. ith the
butt, and T pulled off to give it reality.”’ " R
Wieekes groaned, \
“(r;nll llhnt dead, eh 1"’ asked Gillett callously.
"Buot I saw a thundering lot of blood,” T said, "“I'm sure i did.”
"“Tomayto ketehup only,"’ said Gi Gi 1l i \
mayto ketchup, nothing more." O O SN R
Weckes sat up. He looked horrid.
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Capital and Surplus $100,000
m
Sherman Transter Co.

EINRY SHERMAN, Munager

Hacks, Carriages—Baggage Checked and Transferred—Trm
niture Wagons—Pianos Moved, Boxed and Shippe::' g

Weekes afterward. Nevertheless, 1 mesnt getting to the store before

433 Commercial Street Phone Main 12}




